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Beyond The Makeup 


Author's Notes: 
| saw the challenge for this month and just couldn't pass up bringing KISS into the mix. 


My life has been nothing but a series of masks to protect myself from the world. | don't like the masks, but | 
put up with them. Most of my masks have been invisible, but there are some, like the one I'm about to put 


on, that aren't. 


| open the small black case in front on the mirror and dip two fingers into the white goop. ‘Clown White’ they 
call it. H's a thick makeup that sticks to my face. 


| dab and smear it all over my face, leaving a little room around my right eye. 
As soon as the cold goop makes contact with my face, | flinch instinctively. It's always cold; much too cold. 


Once my face is coated in the white, | draw out a star through it, using the pointy end of a comb. 


There was a time in life where I'd have to re-apply the white around my eye because | messed up on the 


star. | have a love-hate relationship with the star on my right eye. Its a pain in the ass to draw on. Faces just 


weren't meant to have stars painted on them. But that's what KISS is all about, defying the expectations. 
As the mask starts to take shape, the face of Stanley the one-eared monster starts to disappear, and the 
face of the Starchild takes his place. Even if it's just for a few hours, | can forget that a world exists outside 


of the people | see around me. 


Once there's a star around my eye, | paint it black. My mask is nearly complete. There is only one more step 


to the process; a powder to fix the makeup to my face, so that | can sweat through it. 
In the early days, it would drip down my face, and into my eyes, blinding me. It's hard to watch the world 
adore you when you can't see them, so we decided something had to be done about the makeup situation. The 


powder was a lifesaver. 


One my face is powdered, | can touch the makeup, and it doesn't come off onto my fingers. Its like it's not 


even there. It's like the face of the Starchild is my face. We are one in the same. 
"Paul, 5 minute warring.” | hear someone say behind me. 


| look into the mirror in front of me, smiling. The Starchild smiles back It's time, old friend. Time to shine. 


